it. J* 



tiJXCfff ■ 






%«'£• 



T-H Home Range „ 

B Because of many reguests 8 A U<AoMv#: .Qiy/, 
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RED-MASK/ 



MCROSS THE BURN- 
ING SAND AND 
SCRUBBY CACTUS 
COUNTRY OF THS 
LAND SOUTH OF 
THE RIO GRANDE 
SWEEPS THE NAME 
AND FAME OF THE 
MYSTERIOUS RIDER 
kNOWN ASRCOMASK! 

None has seen his 
face behind that 
stranoe red mask, 
but all have seen 
and heard of his 
swift gunhands, of 
his daring, athletic 
feats, of his great 
stand for law and 

ORDER.' 

, And, rising tochal - 

lsnge this champion of justice is el 
t err or, evil and greedy, who presents 
an almost insoluble puzzle to the 
wits and courage of. . . 
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SWOOPING OOWN AT THE ENO OP HIS LARIAT. TIM POOPS LIKE A PLUAMAST TOWARD 
PALLING GIRLI HIS POWERFUL LEGS REACH OUT AND CATCH HER/ , 





IT WAS EL TERROR WHO 
THREW ME IN THE RIVER.' HE 
IS AFTER A TREASURE HE 
CLAIMS MY FATHER— DON 
VICENTE GOMEZ — OWNS.' BUT . 
MV FATHER OWNS NO TREASURE!! 
IT IS JUST A 
RUMOR... ONLY 
GOSSIP... 
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Hours later, at rue vabtsomezX 
ha cienoa . . . , . L. 



THANKS ARE USELESS, 
SIR. THIS & TERROR IS A FIEND. HIS 
WEN CONTROL THE FRIGHTENED PEONS 
AND FARMERS OF THE COLWTRVSlOE... 



Even as don vicente speaks, some miles away, £l te> 

AND HIS GUNHANDS SWOOP OOWN ON A LITTLE FARMS 
ATTACHED TO THE GOMEZ ESTATES.../ \s* 

17 "\ SENOR, Y S° M ^ £ VEN 

/ THEE5 EES LAST TIME I AM GEEVE ) WE DO J SAY THERE IS 
YOU CHANCE TO TELL OF THE , / NOT S NO TREASURE/, 




Don vicente replies "he lived a 
hundred years ago, along the 
rio grande country. he wore 
a great scarlet mask, a no rode 
a palomino stallion as fleet 

AS THE W/N0-" 



He ranks with a'obin hood and the fabulous pecos bill/ 
reomask saved people from cruel overlords and 
tyrants. h/s rapier was a lightning flash, and his 
pistols never misseo- 
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AcOne IN h/s room, after the 

OTHERS HAVE RET/RED. TIM LIFTS 
THE HEAVY TOP OF A 8/G CHEST.. 



SO REDA\ASK RODE THE RlO *" U! A 
COUNTRY, DID HE? AND THE PEONS 
LOVED HIMf AND EL TERROR GOES 

ABOUT TRVING TO KILL HELPLESS 
GIRLS 



SOME HOURS LATER. THE GREAT 
DOUBLE DOORS OR THE HAC1ENM 

HALL CRASH OREIV... I ~ 

"7~ — "T PRONTO. 

ROUSE UP DON <* EL TERROR, 
VICBNTE! SUMMON) PRONTO.. 
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WE MIGHT HIDE 
IN THE OLD MISSION 
TOWER SUILD'NG 

UNTIL THE 
RURALES ARRIVE 




ol/t into the moohut yard race 
don vicente and donna mercedes, 
With reomask close behind them 



ws can hide 
for a little 
while, but it 
won't do much 
good; 



WHAT ABOUT THIS 
TREASURE DON 
TERROR IS AFTER, 
DON VICENTE? IS 
THERE ANY SUCH 
TREASURE? 




GOSSIP 5AYS AN ANCESTOR OF MINE, DON 
DIEGO GOMEZ WAS AT THE SPANISH GOLD MINES 
IN PANAMA WHEN THB PIRATE, HENRY MORGAN, 
ATTACKED IT. HE 15 SUPPOSED TO HAVE FLED 
WITH A GR5AT PART OF THAT GOLD, AND 
HIDDEN IT SOMEWHERE 
NEAR HERE. 
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A HUNB#£P risr below, rut 

SKSAT OAKSN DOORS «* THK 
MIBSIOM auiLO!N0 CRASH lN¥DARO\ 

rne ANoeur plank koohino 

SHAKES TO TBAMPUV3 fSET... 
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MADRS MIA! THE TREASURE 
CHESTS OF DON OlEGO.' THE 
/S A FORTUNE IN THE OLD 
CELLAR— THAT NO ONE EVER 
SUSPECTED 
JIWS 



' MY MEN— ALL WOUNDED OB 

killed; but r will flee— to 

RETURN ANOTHER NIGHT— WITH 
OTHER MEN / 




/N THE TALL BELL TOWER, 
REOMASK LOCKS A LEG 
AROUND THE TALL LADDER 
AND KICKS AWAY FROM THE 

TOWER.'/ ■ ■* 

/' — EL TERROR-ESCAP- 
MNO. 1 ANO I HAVE NO OTHER 

WAV OF GETTING DOWN 
V^XCEPT BV THIS LADDER... 





Some hours later, after el terror and his men have i 
turned over to the local police... 



SOMETHING TELLS ME I'LL BE USING THIS OUTFIT A LOT _ 
IN THE' FUTURE ! IF I KNOW THIS SIDE OF THE_ RlO, THEREU. 
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Pi BULLET, SOME HOURS LAW?, shouts ano laughter greet 
we woTm or a pitch/mm for A TRAVELLING medicine SHOW.. . 



mm smoleons, gents/ fifty.' 

WHO'LL RISK HIS NECK FOR FILTHY 
LUCRE " 
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In a shower of alkali ano dust, the 
harness on the wall drops like a 
net around the rollins, twistin3 

TIM... 
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A SOLID SHEET OF FLAME. THE BUCK- 
BOARD LURCHES FORWARD DOWN 
THE SLOPE, GATHERING SPEED, SO 
THAT THE FLAMES ARE FANNED EVEN 
HIGHER: 
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YES, I'M ALIVE.' I'M ALIVE DESPITE 
THAT WAGON YOU SET ON FIRE. 
WITH ME IN IT.' THIS IS A TRICK... 
YOU PLANTED THAT SOLD... MADS 

THE BET WITH JOHNNY i -s. 

-..' DOPED HIS DRINK... J THAT'S A > 
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LOOK FOR YOURSELVES.' ■ 
THAT GOLD WAS FOUND IN 
ROCKY GRASS COUNTRY.' 
AND YET IT'S AS SMOOTH 
AS SILK.' THAT GOLD WAS 
Rt'ALLV FOUND IN WATER 
— THE CONSTANT MOVEMENT 
OF FLOWING WATER POLISH- 
ING AND RUBBJNS 
NUGGETS SMOOTH 



THEY PROBABLY KILLEO SOME PROS-" 
PECTOR ANO TOOK HIS POKE.' THEN 
THEY "SALTED" JOHNNY'S LAND 
WITH IT... BUT FORGOT THAT GOLD 
FROM A CRESKBBO IS PLENTY 
DIFFERENT THAN GOLO FROM A 
LAND MINE! , 
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And thin, just as 
olo epuhiam morgan 
was almost out op 

HANSg... 
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*yup.i ut our tcnoss thst pkm/£ 
Liaarrv-sPUT on whut z tmouoht y/u2 
vw ftertsr atone this six o- rmm 
PSXS...9 — 

SIT GOIN ' M£X, OLD BOY.' G/DOIP 
THL/NoeX, THST TIM MOLTS 
COMIN- UP RIOHT 

XHIHD1 
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...TWO SHOTS COME STREAKIN' OUTTA THUH 
MALMS, SO CLOSE THEY DA HIT ME EF'M I 
HAD ONE MOPE COAT 0' DIRT ON MUH FACE 




"YUP, I'M JUST ABOUT HEADY TUH KISS MUH5ELF GOODBYE FOB- 
EVER— AN IM SO D0SG0NEO TIRED AN 1 MISERABLE IT JES T POUT 

SEEM TUH MATTER MUCH- WHEN SUDDENLY..." I ^ 

'YEOW! I'M HIT! 



HEY.' SHOOTIN'! A WHOLE 
PASSEL 0' GUYS SHOOT/H' 
AT THEM.' HOORAY! 



DOGGONE -NOW WE'RE 

SURROUNDED.' LET'S GIT, 

MEN.' PAST.' . 

030 



NO, IT A/NT A PASSEL O'GOYS ATALL! ITS 
JEST ONE GUY- TIM HOLT.' YUR HE COMES 
RIDIN' AN' SHOOTIN' RIGHT INTO THE MIDDLE 
0' THEM HOMBRES—AN'THET MAN JEST 
DON'T SHOOT BLUETS FER FUN, HE MAKES 
EVERY ONE TELL!" / 
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'AN WITH THEM WCGOS, HE LEAVES MS. 
HE #/0£S OFF FPEE AN' STUOW AND 

INOEPEHOENT AN' SCABED 0' NOTHIN' 
JUST LIKE HEAJVflVED... 



WU ALWAYS 00 THE S4/ME, STRANGER.' 

STICK UP FDR THE UNDERDOG, ALL THE 

TIME— DON'T LET /MEN GANG UPON 

EACH OTHEI?. SO LONG .' 




but, listen, fellas, we qot tuh 
6it together tuh finish tim holt.' 
he's ruinin' business per us.' 
it jest ain't safe fer ru5tlin 1 
or horse-thiew or stase 
r0b8in' or nothin' while he's 
around; 
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/ mvst* Msste out set Awat. r 
autss. tttxT TV/mo / won, somesc&s 

TURNIN' Mg OV&, HEAL ffBV7ie-iK£ - 

LIKE A Ni/ese..." f 
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"AH' OFF WE SO AGAIN, TOIUN' AWAY UNDSB THBT AWFUL SUN. NO FOOD. 

NO wateb. no nothin: i rtu. yun thst man, rm holt he's maoeof 


Sf v U 


«° 




il#2 


it rai TOffin^v N* 


v5«3 



"7WW fl»W W /Mt/W WOUNDS SITS 
WORSE. ITS GlTTIH' 50 I CAIN'T EVEN 
STAY ON THUH HOUSE, SENT LE AS HE IS±\ 

i g»int...ju$t««7:..thuh i EA5)!WBre, 

RAIN...L6WM6 OIF... I WANTS EASW BY 
GOSM.IF YOU 
CAN'T STAYONTHS 

saool£,i euess. 
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"Leesten, Tim!" whispers Chito, alarmed. "I am theenking somebody ees sneaking up on us!" 
Tim listens. "You're right, Chito," he says. "So, let go my arm and get your revolver autl 



